Peace is not the opposite of war any more than death is 75
the opposite of life. The poverty of language, which is to
say the poverty of man's imagination or the poverty of his
inner life, has created an ambivalence which is absolutely
false. I am talking of course of the peace which passeth
all understanding. There is no other kind. The peace
which most df us know is merely a cessation of hostilities,
a truce, an interregnum, a lull,-a respite, which is negative.
The peace of the heart is positive and invincible, demand-
ing no conditions, requiring no protection. It just is. If it
is a victory it is a peculiar one because it is based entirely
on surrender, a voluntary surrender, to be sure. There
is no mystery in my mind as to the nature of the cures
which were wrought at this great therapeutic center of
the ancient world. Here the healer himself was healed,
first and most important step in the development of the
art, which is not medical but religious. Second, the patient
was healed before ever he received the cure. The great
physicians have always spoken of Nature as being the
great healer. That is only partially true. Nature al&ne. can
do nothing. Nature can cure only when man recognizes
.his place in the world, which is not in Nature, as with the
animal, but in the human kingdom, the link between the
natural and the divine.
To the infra-human specimens of this benighted scien-
tific age the ritual and worship connected with the art of
healing as practised at Epidaurus seems like sheer" bun-
combe. In our world the blind lead the blind and the sick
go to the sick to be cured. We are making constant prog-
ress, but it is a progress which leads to the operating table,
to the poor house, to the insane asylum, to the trenches.
We have no healers—we have only butchers whose
knowledge of anatomy entitle? them to a diploma-which
in turn, entitles them to carve out or amputate our ill-
nesses so that we may carry on in crippled fashion until

